iich. Oh V iIlaines,Vipers,<Jamt?T wthout tcdoS^ 
DogSj eafily won to fawnc on any man, 

Snakes in my heart bk)od warm’d, that fling my heart 
Three Indafles, each one thrice worfe then htil ’ 

Would they makepeace? terrible Hell make wire 
Vpon their fpotted foules for this Offence. * 

Scroefe^ Swcet love ( T fee ) changing his property 
Turnes to the fowreft , and moft deadly hate : 
Againe uncurfe their foules: their peace is made 
W ith Heads,and not witli hands-: thofe -whomyoucBrft 
Have felt the worft of deaths defiroying hand, 

And lye full low, grav’d in the hollow ground. 
-^umAs Bufiy , Greene, and the Earle of Wiltfliiredcad 
Scroope- Yea,all of them at Briflow loft their heads- 
Whereis the Dukemy Fatherwiih bis Power? 
Jiieh.lio matter where, of comfort no manfpeake: 
Let’s talke ofOraves,of W ormes,and Epitaphs, 
Makeduft our Paper, and with Rainy Eyes 
Write forrow in the bofome of the Earth. 

Let’s chufe Executors, and talke of Wills : 

And yet not fo ; for what can we bequeath, . 

Save our depofed bodies to the ground ? 

Our Lands.our Jives, and all are BulUngbrookes^ 

And nothing can we call our ownejbut Death, 

And that fmall modell of the: barren Earth, 

Which ferves as pafte,and cover to our bones: 

For Heavens fake let us fit upon the ground. 

And tell fad ftorics of the death of Kings ; 

How feme have beenc depos’d, feme flaine inwarre, 
Some haunted by the Ghofts they havexiepos'd. 
Some poy fon’d by their 'Wives, fomefleeping kill’d, 
All murthcr'd. For within the hollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall temples of a King, 

Keepes Death his Court, and there the Antique fits 
Scoffing hisflatCy and grinning athispompe. 
Allowing him a breath, a little Scene, 
ToMonarchize, be fear'd, and- kill with lookes, ^ 
Infufing him with felfc and- v’ainc cooceit, ' , 


“As if this Flefh, which walls about our Life, 

Were Braffe impregnable : and humor’d thus, 

Comesat the laft, and with a little Piflne 
Boares through his Caflie Walls, aud farewell King 
Cover your heads, and mocke not flefli and, blood 
With foIe.mncReverence: thrOWaway Refpeft, 
Tradition, forme, and Ceremomous duty. 

For yon have but m’ftooke me all this while .• 

I live with bread like you , fecle Want, 

Taftc Griefe , need Friends : fub/e<ftcd thus. 

How can you fay to me, I am a King ? 

CarlM.'y Lorcijwifcmen ne’rewailc their prefent wbes,' 
But prefcntly prevent the wayes to waiie : 

To feare the Foe,fince fea're oppreffeth flrength. 

Gives in your Weakenelfc, flrength unto your Foe j. 
Feare,and be flaine , no worfe can come to fight. 

And fight and die, is death deftroying death. 

Where fearing dying, payes death fervile breath. 

A»m. My Father hath a PoWer,enquireof him. 

And learne to make a Body of a Limbe- 
Rich.'Thovt chid’ft me well:proud Btillingbroo\e I come' 
To change biowes with thee, for our day of Doomc : 

This Ague-fit of feare is o\^r-bloWne*, 

An eafie taskeitisto win-our ownc. 

Say S cro<»/><?,wherc -lies our V ncle with his PovVCr ^ 
Speakefweetly man,althoughthy lookesbe fowre. 

Scroope AAt<a. iudge by the complexion of the skic 
The ftate and inclination of the day, 

.5o may youby my dull and heavy E)^; . 

My tongue hath but a heavier Tale to fay ;- 
I play the torturer jby fmall and fmall 
Tolcngthehout the worli,thac'maftbe fjjoken. 

Your Vncle Ter^i is joynci with Bnllit>gbrooke^ ^ 

And ail yourNorcherne Caftles yeilded up, 

And all your footherne GciKlemen in Aimes ■ 

Vpou bis Vaitiqn- 
.R/cA.Thc.a hafiiayd enough. 

BeflirewtheeCoiin, vvhicii didfl lead me for&h - 
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